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The tno(l l^entable Tragedy 

S„.Tkii»W yoBtaUceot blowK «fcm« «'«’ 

Sopptt is , «» 'my ' 3 

S oroS-“»«H4 n a‘« 

S^<£S»5ySim^ 'AM 

H ' J^'iP^V 11 f s„r “ ”° ““ 

hands, and they n°ftoble s remove thl Court-cupboard, 

Ser. Away with of March-pane, and 

Sut S P S^H‘c h po, t „ in in' ******* • g 
jV>//, Anthonie and Potpan- 

Be briske a while, and the longer ivert Sxtmt. 

■ Enter all thegaefts and Gentlewomen to • 

the Maskers. . , ;*. 

i A*. Welcome Gentlemen. Ladies that have thdr toes 

Unplaced with Cornes vvill walke about with you . 

Ah mv Mi ftrefles, which of you all 
W ill now deny to dance ? (he that makes dam 1 , 

She ’He (wear hath Comes: am I come neare you now. 

Welcome Gentlemen, I have feen the day 

That 1 have worne a Vifor, and could tel j 


$f Romeo and Juliet 

Awhifperingtaleina fa ite Ladies eare. 

Such as would pleafe : ’us gone, as gone, us gone. 

You arc welcome Gentlemen : come Mufitians play- 
Mujtcke flay es, and they dance* 

A hall, a hall, give roome, and foot it girles, 

More light you Knaves, and turne the tables up, r . ; 

And quench the fire, the roome is growne too hoc- 
Ah firrah,this unlookt for fport comes well,. 

Nay fit, nay fit, good epufin Capuiet, . . j 

For you and I are paft our dancing dayes : 

How long ift now fince laft your felfe and I 

Were in a Make? <miri 10 ?;&*] ... « T •] T rnr ; 

2. C 4 />.Berlady thirty yecre^/ . 

1 . Cap. What man?’tis nod ip rpuch/tis not lb much, 

Tis fince the Nuptiall of 

Come Pentecoft as quickly asic will, r \^ t ; 

Some five and twenty yeeres, and then we maskt. 

2. Cap. Tis more, as more, his fonne.i$ older fir, 

His fonne is thirty. . v j r. ;,[<! 

1 . Cap. Will you tellme that ? 

His fonne was but a W ard two yeeres agoe. 

% om . What Lady is that which doth inrich the hand 
Of yonder Knight. 

Ser. I know not fir. :0 , - • 

‘Rom. O fhe doth teach the torches to burne bright : 

It feemes fhe hangs upon the cheeke of night. 

As arichjewell in an j£thiops eare. 

Beauty too rich for ufe, for earth too deare : 

So (hewes a fnowie Dove trooping with Crowes, 

As yonder Lady o’re her fellowes fhowes : 

The meafure done, 'lie watch her place of ftand. 

And touching hers , make blefled my rude hand. 

Did my heart love till now, forfweare it fight, 

For I ne’re faw true beauty till this night. 

Tib . This by his voice fhould be a Mount ague* 

Fetch me my Rapier boy, what ? dares the {lave, 

Come hither cover'd with an antique face, 

Ca To; 
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